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charged down upon their 'foe5 and then, at the last moment,
with admirable precision, were brought up all standing,
the horses on their haunches close in front of the stand.
The Princes saluted the King, and the fantasia was ended.

With the sudden movement of crowds in one mind, the
concourse of people, taking its signal from the King, began
hurrying back to Riyadh in the wake of the Royal pro-
cession. By the ditch outside the walls there was a halt,
unexplained until one of the younger Princes rode up and,
leaning low over his horse's neck, asked us, with graceful
charm, to be forbearing. "My brother Feisal rides here,"
he said. Down the hollow of the Shaib Batha came canter-
ing Feisal, the crowd murmuring applause as he and his
followers passed before them and into the gate of the
capital.

Once more the press of people went forward. At Badia
the light shining out of the darkening Palace welcomed
us. The servants brought us braziers burning bright with
charcoal and drew the damask curtains, for the nights were
already cold.